AL   FRESCO   CONCERT

ghese family are superior to such rules. The
island has a queer reputation. Not so very many
years ago a Borghese princess fell off a terrace
parapet while watering flowers and was drowned
in the sea of the lake. People spoke of suicide.
Soon afterwards the next tenants, an amorous pair,
were drowned out of a boat in a squall. Thereupon
the rumour of a Borghese suicide suddenly became
an accepted truth. Nobody could deny that the
unhappy princess did not fall off the parapet, but
threw herself off in despair. And the island was
accursed, fatal to human life. There the island
lies, a glistening spot hung between the sea of
sunshine and the sea of the lake.

San Vigilio.

After dinner in the evening heat of the hotel
gravelled garden, which gives on to Lake Garda
and on to a private chapel whose doors open only
twice a year, while we were smoking and drinking
iced lemon-squashes or gin-fizzes, we were told
that there was " a guitar at the other place".
We went at once to the other place, which is a
public-house or cafe provided by the hotel for
our social inferiors. It lies on the harbour. We
were furnished with chairs on the opposite side
of the harbour; but as the port is at moSt a hundred
feet across, the view and the acoustics were perfect.
Twenty or thirty social inferiors sitting al fresco
at tables, and smoking, drinking, and chattering.
The lights of the interior of the cafe illuminated
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